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one, Maud Blithers? What is she

- ers, the great eapitalist.”

PRINCE of
GRAUSTARK

Continued from page 4

. 1 am from New York."

"By the way, do you happen to
. a Miss Blithers—Maud Blith-
era?"

. Misa Gulle frowned reflectively.
*Blithers? The name I8 a familiar

“She's supposed to be very good
looking. I've never seen her”
*How queer to be asking me if |
know her, then. Why do you ask?”
“I've heard so much about her lately.
Bhe is the daughter of Willlam Blith-

“Oh, I know who he 18, she éxclaim-
ed. “Perfect roodles of money, hasn't
he?"

“Roodles?"

“Loads, If It means more to you. |
forgot that you are a foreigner. He
gave that wonderful ball last week
for the Prince of —of—oh, some insig-

ing a grip on one of her arms until
thoe ship showed some gigns of resums-
ing Its way eastward Instoad of down
ward,

“T am sure It must have hurt dread-
fully,” she eried. “Nothing hurts
worse than a bump. It seemed as
though you must have splintered the
wall.”

“1 have a singularly hard head,”
safd he, and forthwith felt of the
back of It."

“Will you please stand ready to re-
colve boardera? My mald I8 follow-
ing me, poor thing, and I can’t afford
to have her smashed to pleces. Here
she Ia!"

Quite a pretty mald, with wide,
horrified eyes and a pale green com-
plexion eame hustling around the
corner. R. Schmidt, albeit a prince,
received her with open arms.

“Merel, m'sleur!” she squealed and
added something In mufed French
that strangely reminded him of what
Hobbs had said In English. Then she
deposited an armful of rugs and mag-
azines at Robin's feet and clutched
wildly at a post actuully some ten
feet away, but which appeared to be
coming toward her with obliging
swiftness, so nicely was the deck ro-
tating for her. “Mon dleu! Mon
dieu!"*

“You may go back to bed, Marie”
eried her mistress in some haste,

“But ze rug, I feex It groaned the
unhappy xoaid, and then once more,
“Merel, m'sleur!™ 8he clung to the
arm he extendod and tried bravely to
smile her thanks.

“Here! Go In through this door,”
he sald, bracing the door open with

nifieant place over in Europe. There
are such a lot of queer duchies and
principalities, don't you know; It s
quits jmpossible to tell one from the
other. They don't even appear on the
maps.”

He took It with a perfectly straight
face, though secretly annoyed. *“It
was the tallk of the town, that ball
It must have cost roodles of money,
Ia that right?”

“Yes, but it doesn't sound right when |

you sny it. Naturally one doesn't say
roodles In Vienna™

“We say noodles,” sald he. “T am
very fond of them. Dut to resume. 1
supposed every one in New York knew
Miss Blithers, She’s quite the rage,
I'm told.”

“Indeed? 1 ghould think she might

{Mr. Schmidt, with all those lovely
lons behind her.”

He smiled iatrospectively. “Yes, and
1 am told that in spite of them she is
the prettiest girl in New York.”

She appeared to lose interest in the
topie. “Ob, Indeed?

“But,” he supplemented
“it jsn't true.”

“What f=n't trus?”

“The statement that she is the pret-
tlest gir]l in New York."

“How can you gay that when you ad-
mit you've never seen her?”

“] ean say it with a perfectly clear
conscience, Miss Guile,” sald he and
was filled with delight when she bit
her Hp as a =ign of acknowledgment.

“Oh, here comes the tea!"™ she eried,
with a strange eagerness in her voice.
*“l am 8o glad.” She scrambled grace-
fully out of her rug and arose to her
feet.

“Aren't you going to have some? he

jed.

“Yes," she saild quite pointedly. “In
my room, Mr. Schmidt.” And before
bhe could get to his feet she was mov-
Ing away without so much as a nod or
smile for him,

The following day was as unlike Its
predecessor as black is like white,
During the night the smooth gray
pond had been transformed into a
turbulent, storm thrashed ocean.
Only the hardicst of the passengers
ventured on deck.

R. Schmidt, being a good sailor and
& hardy young chap, albeit a prince
of royal blood, wasa abroad early. He
took two turns about the deck, and
each time as he passed the spot he
sent a covert glance into the corner
where Miss Gulle's chalr was stand-
ing. Of course he did not expect to
find her there In weather like this,
but—well, he looked, and that is the
end to the argument.

Quinnox and Dank were hopelessly
bedridden, =0 to speak. They were
very disagreeable, cross and unpleas-
ant, and somchow he felt that they
hated their cheerful, happy faced
prince.

At last the young man battled his
way down the deck and soon found
himself in the well protected corner.
A half dozen unoccupled chalrs wore
cluttered about, having been aban-
doned by persons who overestimated
their hardiness. One of the stewards
was engaged in stacking them up and
making them fust.

Miss Guile's chalr and that of Mrs.
Gaston were stanchly fastened down
and thelr rugs were In place. R,
Schmidt experienced an exquisite
sense of pleasure, Here was u perfect
exemplification of that much abused
thing known as clreumstantial evi-
dence. She contemplated cpming on
deck, So he had his chair put In
place, called for his rug, shrugged his
chin down into the collar of his thick
ulster and sat down to walt.

She [lterally was blown into his
presence., He sprang to his feet to
check her swift approasch before she
could be dashed against the wall or
upon the heap of chalrs in the corner,
She uttered an exclited little shriek as
she came bang up agninst him and
found his ready arms closing about
her shoulders,

“Oh, goodness!"” she gasped, with
what little breath ahe had left, and
then began to laugh as she freed her-
sell In confuslon—a very pretly con-
fusion, he recalled later on, after he
had recovered to some extent from
the effects of an exceedingly severe
bump on the back of his head. “How
awkward!™

. “Not st all," he proclaimed, retain-

gracefully,

hig elbow. "You'll be all right In a
little while. Keep your nerve” He

ously, and then gently rubbed her fin
gera over the thick hair.

“There |a a dreadfal lump!™ she ex-
claimed. "Oh, how gorry | am, Do—
do you feel faint or—or—I mean, s fit
very painful 1"

“Not now,” he replied, replacing his
cap and favoring her with his most
engneing smile,

She smiled In reaponse, betraying
not the sllghtest slgn of embarrass
ment.

“Am I to rogard you as a hero?”

“If you will be so kind, please.™

She laughed outright at this. *1
think I rather like you, Mr. Schmldt,”
she sald, with unexpected eandor,

“Oh, I fancy I'm not at all bad,” sald
he, after @ momentary stare of aston-
fshment. *“1 am especlally good in
rough weather," he went on, trying to
forget that he was a prince of the
royal blood, a rather difflcult matter
when one stops to consider he was not
In the habit of hearing people sey
that they rather liked him.

“Do your friends come from Vien-
na?" she inquired abruptly.

“Yes,” he said, and then saved his
face ns usual by adding under his
breath, “but they don't live there” It
wns not In him to lle outright; hence
the handy way of appeasing his con-
selence,

*“They are very interesting looking
men, especially the younger. 1 can-
not romember when | have seen a
more attractive man.”

“He Ia a splendid chap,” exelnimed

“Tn that case my pseudonym should |
be Guide, not Gulle,” she erfed mer- |
rily, The dimples played in  her
cheeks, and her eyos ware Jancing,

“B. stands for Dacdeker, I'm sure,
Baedeker Guide. If the B. isn't for |
Bacdeker, what Is It for?"” |

“Are you asking what the B really |
stands for, Mr. Schmidt?™ |

“In a roundabout way, Miss Guile
he admitted.

“My name
with absolute sincerity,
is Irish, d'ye see?"

“By Jove, it's worth a lot of trouble
to get you to smile like that,” he
eried admiringly. "It is the first real-
ly honest smile you've displayed. If
you knew how It improves you you'd
be doing It all of the time."”

At this Juncture the miserable
Hobbs hove Into sight, not figurative-
ly, but literally. He came surging
across the deck In a mad dash from

I= Dedella,” she =ald,
“Me mither
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one haven to another, or, more aceu-
rately, from post to post.

“1 beg your pardon, sir,” he gasped,
finally steadying himself on wide
spread lege. “There 1s a wireless for
Mr. Totten, sir, but when I took it to
‘im he sald to fetch It to you, belng
unable to hold up ‘Is head.”

Ilobin read it through, and at the
end whistled softly,

“Take it to Mr, Totten, Hobbs, and
gee If It will not serve to make him
hold up his head a Httle.”

“Very good, sir. [ hope It will
Wouldn't It be wise for me to han-
nounce who It I8 from, &ir, to sort of

thing had failed, and she was rather
glad of it

[eloged the door after her and turned
i to the amuszed Miss Guile, "Well, it's
ian M wind that blows no good,"” he
| gaid enigmatically, and she flushed un-
!dnr the steady smile In his eyes.
low me to arrange your rug for you,
| Misa Guile”

ter being engnged to the Prince of
| “Thank you, no. I think 1 would |arauatnrlk®
better go Inside. Tt s really too e felt thot his enrs ware red,  “The
|'Emh'"__ - newspepers hinted at something of |
| *The wind ean't -.qr-t at you back hore | ypho cort, T beliove™ o wis suddenly
in this cabbyhole” he protested. Do | poeerannd by the urlons notion that
eit down. I'll have youl as BNUR A8 & | ho was holne “pemned” by his fudr
bug in a rue hefore you ean say Jack | aomnanfon.  Indeed corinln insls-

Robinson. See! Now stick ‘em out
and ' wrap It around them. There!

| You're as neatly done up as a4 mumnny
and a good deal better off, because
you are a long wny short of being
3,000 years old.”

“Al- |

I met a
people there,

*Immeneely,
| delightful

Frent

Mins

many
Gulle.

| You say yott do not know the Dlithers l

family? Mr. Dlithers I8 a rare old

bird."
| “tan't there some talk of his dough-

tent note had erept into her volee, and

her eyea were searching his with an

intentness that had not appeared o |

them until now
“Iave you s#en him?”
“The prinee?™

“How is your head, Mr. Schmidt?™ | oyes  What is he like?”
she Inquired, with grave concern.| wpye geen pletures of him,” he
| “You seem to be quite crazy. Ihope”— | aquivgeated. “Rather nice looking, |

“Every one is & little bit mad, don't
you think, especially in moments of
great excltement, | daresay my head
bas been turned quite appreciably, and
I'm glad that you've been kind enough
to notlee It, Where is Mrs, Gaston?”
| He was vastly exhilarated.

She regnrded him with eyes that
sparkled and belled the unamiable na-
ture of her reply.

“The poor lady I8 where ghe s not
| at all likely to be annoyed, Mr.
Schmide.”

Then she took up a magnzine and

coolly began to run through the pages.
He waited for a moment, conaiderably
dashed, and then said, "Oh,” in a very
unfriendly manner, ' She found her
place in the magazine, assumed a
more comfortable position and with
noteworthy resolutlon set about read-
ing as if her life depended upon it
CHAPTER X.

A Prince’'s Heart at Stake.

HE prince =at down, pulled the
rug up to his chin and stared
out at the great, heaving bil-
lows, Suddenly remembering

another injury, he felt once more of
the back of his head.

“By jove!" he exclaimed. “There is
a lump there.”

“I can't hear you," she sald, allow-
ing the magazine to drop into her
lap, but keeping her place carefully
marked with one of her fingers.

“I can hear you perfectly,'” he sald.

“It's the way the wind blows,” she
explained.

“Basily remedied,” sald he. “I'll
move into Mrs, Gaston's chair If you
think it will help any."

“Dao!" she sald promptly. “You will
not disturb me in the least—unless
you talk.”” She resumed her reading,
half a page above the finger tip.

He moved over and arranged him-
self comfortably, snugly In Mrs. Gas-
ton's chalr. Thelr elbows almost met.
He was prepared to be very patient.
For a long time she continued to
read, her warm, rosy choeck half
averted, her eyes applied to their task
with irritating constancy., HMe did
not despalr. Some wise person onee
had told him that it was only nec
essnry to give a woman sufficiont
time and she would be the one to de
spair.

A few passongers posecssed of proud
sea legs staggered past the snug cou-
ple on thelr ridiculous rounds of the
ship. If they thought of Mbs Gulle

scorn that s usually devoted to youlh
at Its very best. There could be no

At last his patience was rewarded.
fheo lowered the magnzine and stifled
a yawn—but not a real one,

“Jave you read it?" she Inquired
composedly.

“A part of It," he sald. “Over your
shoulder.™

“Is that
Vienna?*

“If you only kuew what a bump I've
got on the back of my head you
wouldn’'t be so ungracious,” he said.

“1 gouldn’t possibly know, could 1"

He leaned forward and indicated the
spot on the back of his head, first re-
moving hla cap. Sbe laughed merv-

consldered polite in

and R, Schmidt at all it was with the |

doubt in the passing mind that these |

should say.”
“Of course he is like all forelgn no-
blemen and will leap at the Dlithers

milllons If he gets the chance. |
gometimes feel sorry for the poor
wretches.” There was more scorn

than pity In the way she said it, how-
ever, and her velvety eyes were sud-
denly hard and uncompromising
He longed to defend himself, in the
third person, but could not do so for
very strong and obvious reasons. He
| allowed himself the privilege, how-
ever, of decluring that forelgn noble-
men are not always as black as they
ara painted.  And then, for 4 very ex-
eelient reason, he contrived to change
the subject by asking where she was
golng on the continent.
| “1 may go to Vienna,"” she sald, with
a smile that served to puzzle rather
than to delight him. He was more
i than ever convinced that she was
playing with him. “Dut pray do not
| look so gloomy, Mr. Schmidt, I shall
| not make any demands upon your
time while I am there. You may"—
“l1 am quite sure of that,” he inter
rupted, with his ready smile. *“You
| see, | am a person of no consequencse
in Vienna, whilc you— Ah, well, as
an Ameriean girl you will be hobnob-
bing with the nobility while the hum-

ble Schmidt sits afar off and marvels

at the kindness of a fate that befell
him In
|n¢vnn. und yet curses the fate that
makes him unworthy of the slightest
| notice from the aforesaid American
glrl.

leap at titles."”

“That really sn't fair, Mr. Schmide,”
she protested, flushing,
vou and 1 quarrel over a condition

not a title seeking American girl,
why all this beautiful frony?"
“It only remains for me to humbly

of"'—
“1 am sorry | mentioned
Schmidt,” she Intorrupted

it, Mr
coldiy

sides, I may not go to Vienna at all."”

“1 am sure you I\\-m;lrl like Vienna,'
he
manner.

ents, but 1t was a long time ago.
once saw the emperor, and often have
1 seen the wonderful Prince Lichten-
wteln," ‘

“lave you traveled extensively In

two were sweothearts who managed | Europe?”
to thrive on the smallest of com- She was smiling onee more, “I
forts. don't know what you would eonsider

extensively,” she snld, “1 was edu-
cated In Paris, I have spent Innumer-
able wintera In

Switzeriand, Germ''-

Robin, with genuine enthusinsm. *1
am very fond of Dank." .
She was glilent for a moment. Some.

“Do you Hke New York? she nsied, |

the middle of the Atlantic

For, | daresay, Mlaa Guile, you,
like all American girls, are ready to
“Why should
that cannot apply to either of us?

You are not a nobleman, and |1 am
So,

beg your pardon and to add that if
you come to Vienna my every waking
hour sghall be devoted to the pleasure

“You may rest easy, for 1 shall not |
keop you awake for a single hour, De-
sald, somewhat chilled by her

#1 have been there with my par-
i

Rome und quite as
many summers in Scotland, England,

“1 know who you are!” he eried

propare Hlm for"-

“Fe knowes who it Is from, Hobbs,
a0 youn needn't worry. It Je from
| home, it it will interest you, Hobbs."™

*“Thank you, =ir: It rrest
me, I thought it might be from Mr.
| Hlithers, ™

Robin's 1 sent him itling
away n great deal more rigldly than |
when he ¢ame,

B

does Int

HFOON e

“Tdlot uttered the young man !
atill seowling. |
There was gjlence batweon the two
for a fown s, Then she upoke :
dlginterecated]s I
I “Is It fiom the Mr. Rlithers who |
has the milllona and the daughter

| who wants (o marry a prinee?”

| ercly o busines tran tion., l

| Misa Guile,” he sald absently He
was thinking of Romano's we |

| “Qa it wonld appear.”
“l beg pardon? 1 was—er- thlnk-“
ng"
st was of mo consequence, Mr.
schmide,” she saild wirily
He pleked up the thread onee more.
MAS o matter of fact, I've heard It
| Baid that Miss Blithers refused tnl
marry the prince.”

i “Is It possible?” with Une lrony.
oI5 he such n dreadful person as all
that?™ ‘

“I'm sure I don't know," murmur
ed Robin uncomfortably. “He lnu}|
be no more dreadful than she' |

“Well, I hope she doesn't marry
him,” sald Misa Gualle,

18a do 1" eald R. Sehmidt, and

their eyes met., After o moment she |
looked awuy, her first surrender to
the mysterlous something that lay |
deep in his.

Suddenly, and without reason, she
appeared to be bored. As a matter of
fact, she hid an Inciplent yawn be-
hind her small gloved hand.

“l think 1 shall go to my room.
Wil you kindly unwrap me, Mr.
Schmidt?"”

He promptly obeyed, and then as-
gisted her to her fect, steadying her
agninst the roll of the vessel,

»1 shall pray for continuous rough
weather,” he announced, with as gul-
lant a bow as could be made under
the clreumstances,

“Thank you," she sald, and he was
pleased to take it that she was not
thanking him for a physical service.

A few minutes later he was In his
own room, and ghe was In hers, and
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“| ghall pray for continuous rough
weather.”

the promenade deck was as barren as

the desert of Sahara.

It really was

sowpm

for a soldier to hear. ?

quite appalling.”

“He's better now,” sald Hobbs,
more respectfully than was his wont.
It was evident that he had sustained
quite a shock.

“Well, what do you think of it?"
demanded the prince, pointing to the

I
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e fact that the

messpge. ssful o
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donee'— began the count healthily, i shoes by Dodg
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and then uttered a mighty groan of -:_“_q 1 et

! ath 1 -I ant II-.. lat

impotence. It was clear that he could s, whieh produced

ahinn $n = a i wl s known as scabieg
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Robin picked up the Marconigram | ity ity results have
and ecalmly smoothed out the erin- i 1
kles. Then he read it aloud, very

slowly and with extreme disgust in |

werlial akin bhalm,
i tu old running
igwurm, piles, 19

o ol th kin,
his fine young face. It was a lengthy | Scifpl ey e H&:
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In the adloining sult Miss Gulle | WSy lor o ' they
was shaking Mt Gaston out of a [ will mnk i h .
long eourted nnd much needod =leep. Mrs  Jw ¢ the
The poor lady sat up and blinked aests of \ T Abe
feebly at tho exclted, starry oyed i
girl Sl
"
“Wake up!* crled Bodelin impa- M, | v the
| tlentls hat ¢ nthink? 1 have L% g vl Nhr
n perd nderful suspiclon—paer Mr, @ M (M stmin,  of
t | Mook, il 1 ik, Mrs,
“ilow en be so unfeelng?™ | pyice Butier, W
yiud y .
" h Prince Robip | e e rvhan L haw ,..:..r‘]ll‘“.ll
of - 2 I the girl exelt- A gusoline m I it near his
113 ‘1 a e of (t—just as sure | st remly ihing for the people,
L I
Mrs, (Qast Geyes were popping, not J ]
with amazement, but alnrm spr"‘u'
“Do lle down, child,” uhe whim- Spring is looked vpon hy many as the
pered,  “Marie! The sleeping pow- | most delightful season of the year, but

ders at once! Do” this canoot be sald of the rheumatie,

out enthusiastically. To his amaze-
ment a startled expression leaped
Into her eyes. “You are traveling un-
der an assumed name.'” She remain-
od perfectly still, watching him with
an anxlous smile on her lips. “You
are no other than Miss Baedeker, the |
well known authoress, |

It seemed to him that she breathed

deeply.

He found Count Quinnox stretched
out upon his bed, attended not only
by Hobbs, but alse the reanimated
Duank. The crumpled message lay on
the floor.

“I'm glad you walted awhile,” said
the young licutenant, getting up
from the trunk on which he had been
sitting. “If you had come any sooner
7ou would have heard words it only

“Oh, I'm not mad,” erled the girl
“Now lsten to me, and I'll tell yon
why I believe—yes, actually believe
him to bo the'—

“AMarle do you hear me?"

Miss Gulle shook her vigorously,

“Wake up! It lsn't & nightmare, Now
lsten!"” -
To be Continued

I'he cold and damp wealher brings on
rhenmatic pains which are anything
vut pleasant. They can be relieved,
however, by applying Chamberlain’s
Liniment. Obtalnable everywhere.

Deep plowing is necessary to the best
results for many reasons, but chiefly ag
& conserver of moisture,"




